CHAPTER VIII

LIFE  IN  LONDON  AND  A  YACHTING EXCURSION

IN January 1768, my father by way of recreation, took
me with him to Bath. Whilst there, we made excur-
sions to the seats of different friends of his who resided at
Bristol, Gloucester, and other places in that part of Eng-
land, and after an absence of five weeks spent in the
pleasantest manner, we returned to London.

In February I accompanied my father to Twickenham,
where he went in order to inspect some alterations and
additions making in the house. A few minutes after our
arrival, the valet of Mr. Nunez, an opulent Jew, who lived
near our house, called to say his master had come from town
that afternoon quite alone, appearing much indisposed,
but would not let any medical person be sent for. He
therefore entreated my father would visit his master, and
endeavour to learn what was the matter. We accordingly
went directly, and found him in a most dejected state.
He at first attempted to rally, declaring he had nothing
more than a slight head ache, but soon again sunk into
silence and despondency. My father, who knew his pro-
pensity to gamble, thought it probable he might have
recently lost a sum that preyed upon his spirits, and there-
fore put the question, observing that if he had been out of
luck, he had many friends ready and willing to come for-
ward with pecuniary aid, and that he was amongst the
number. Mr. Nunez expressed his grateful sense of such
generosity, but assured him nothing of that kind had
occurred. My father then, though with some difficulty,
prevailed upon him to return and sit with us until bed time.
At supper he eat an egg, and drank several glasses of
Bishop, (that is, red port made hot, having a roasted
orange put into it, with sugar and nutmeg,) which he seemed
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